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_ 'te T rage die 

7 hat neuer fiept a quiet houre with thee, 

Now fils thy fieepe wnh pretuibations, 

To morrow in the battaile thinke on me, 

And fail thy cdgelcs fvvord defpairc and die. 

To Rich. "I hou quiet foule, fleepe tliou a quiet fleepe 
Dreame offucceffe and happievi&oric, 1 * 

Thy aduerfaries wife doth praie for thee. 

Enter the Cjoaf of Buckingham. 

The firft was I that helpt thee to the crown. 

The laft was I chat felt thy tyrrannie. 

O in the battaile thinke on Buckingham, 

And die in terror of thy giltinefle, 

Dreame on dreame on,ofbloudie deeds and death, 
Fainting, delpaire.defoaring yeeld thy breath, 

To Rich. I died for hope ere I could lend thee aid, 

But cheare thy hcart.andbe thou not difinaid, 

God and good angels fight on Richmonsfide, 

And Richard falsin height ofall his pride. 

Rtchar dftartethvp out of a drear? e. 

King Ri. Giue me another horfe,bindvp my wounds, 
Hauc rnercic lefu; foft,I did but dreame, 

O Coward confidence, how doll thou affli&mc? 

The lights burne blew,itis now dead midnight. 

Cold fearefoll drops (land on my trembling flclh. 

What do I fearePmy fclfo. ? theres none elfe by, 

Richard Ioues Richard, that is I and I, 

Is there a murtherer here? no. Yes I am, 

7 hen fife, what from my felfe? great reafon whic? 

Leaft l reuenge. What my felfe vpon my felfe? 

Alacke /ioue my felfe, wherefore? foraniegood 
That I my felfe haue done vnto my felfe; 

0 no, alas I rather hate my felfe, 

For hatefull deedes committed by my felfe, 

1 am a vi!Iainc,y et / lie /am not, 

Foole of thy felfe ipcake vvclI,foole do not flatter) 

My confidence hath a thoufand feucrall tongues. 

And cuerie tongue brings in a feueral tale. 

And eueric tale condemns me for a yillainc. 




of RtcpardtpethircL 
/eriiirie,periurie,in thehigheft degree, 
Murther,tterne murthcr,in the dyreft d' gree.. 

All leuerall finncs,all vfde in each degree. 
Throng to the barte, crying all guilue^uiltie. 
Khali difpaire, there is no creature loucs me, 
And ifl die, no foule will pitie me.- 
And wherefore fliould they.fincethat I my felfe. 
Finde in mv felfe,no pitie to my felfe. 

Me thought the foulcs ofall that l had murtherd, 
Came to my tent, and cuery one did threat. 
Tomorrow s vengeance on the head ofRichard. 


Enter Raxliffe. 

S^ M /indt,»ioisd>crrf 

Rat. Ratclifec,my Lord,tisl .theearlie village cocke. 

Hath twife done figuration to the morne, 

Yourftiendesarevp, and buckle on theirarmor. 

Ring. ORatcliffejIhaucdrcamd a fearefull dreame. 

What thinkff tnou,wiil pur friendesprouc all true? 

No doubt my Lord. 

King. O Ratcliffe, J feare, I feare. 

R«t. Nay good my Lord, be not afraid oflhadowes. 

King By the Apollle Paul, fliadowes to night, 

Haue ftroke more terror to the foule ofRichard, 

Then can the fubilance often tlaoufimdfouldiers, 

■Armed in proofe,and led by fliallow Richmond . 

Tis not yet neere day .come, go with me, 

Vnderour tents Ifeplaic the eafe dropper, 
o fee ifany meanero Ihrinkefrom me. 

Enter the hordes to Richmond, 

ho. Good morrow Richmond, 
ri; ^ r ’ e made Lordcs,and watchfull gentlemen, 

at you haue tanc a tardie fluggard here. 
ho- How haueyouflept my Lord? 

7W " ^efiweeteft fleepe, andfaireftbodmgdrcamcs, 
p at cu w entred in a drowfie head, 
aue *■ “ ncc your depaturc had myLordcs, 
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